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Author's Notes: 

Because damn, | haven't written this couple for a long time and it is my Maiden OTP, so it was necessary. Also, 
there's way too little fluff including these two boys, so | figured it wouldn't be bad to add a bit of that-and 
picturing them as a tender couple at their current age is pretty fucking adorable! Hope you guys enjoy, and 
don't forget to drop reviews! :) 


Steve opened his eyes, unable to say why he'd woken up out of nowhere or why he suddenly felt so wide 
awake. Sure, he was the most early riser of both the band and his family in general, but the clock wasn't even 
past six in the morning yet. That was way too early, even by his standards. Still, here he lay, staring up at the 
gray concrete ceiling and grunting in annoyance. He was losing precious sleep, precious rest in between 
performances, in yet another Godforsaken hotel room bed. However, turning his head to the side, most of the 
irritation was quickly put to rest as his gaze fell upon the man resting peacefully by his side in the king sized 
bed. 


Bruce had aged very well. Despite additional age lines, despite the now short silver gray hair that had replaced 
the long silky auburn strands of old. In his sleep, his face looked oddly calm, grazed by the now constantly 


present dimples as the corner of his lips turned slightly upwards. 


The singer could be stubborn, fierce, arrogant, proud when awake. But he could also be tender, sweet, 
affectionate and caring. All of those traits seemed to be the ones brought forth when the man's eyes shut, 
his form curled up with his legs pressed to his own chest, one arm thrown over the pillows as he snored 


faintly. The singer was very much reminiscent of a child, looking innocent despite the way he clearly was not. 


Steve chuckled fondly at the notion, not hesitant to reach out and run his callused, rough fingertips smoothly 
across the stubbled jaw and chin Bruce was not easy To raise, the man could sleep through a hurricane so the 
bassist didn't fear touching him. On the contrary, the older man rolled over onto his side to face his sleeping 
partner, tracing his thumb across the curve of the younger's full bottom lip. 


As he pulled his hand away, Steve watched Bruce stir briefly, murmuring something intelligible and scowling 
before snuggling into the pillows again. The younger man had somehow managed to steal the blankets in his 
sleep, something not too uncommon seeing as he tended to be the cooler of the two, in need of additional 
clothing to warm himself up during cold winter mornings for example. The singer would jokingly refer to Steve 


as his personal heater, then 


Their relationship had been anything but easy; a lot of turbulence, misunderstandings, jealousy and pride had 
messed up their first attempt at a happily ever after. But they still stood, they still had it, of that Steve was 
certain. They both seemed to have matured and mellowed through the years to a point at which everything 
they had been fighting about in the past came off as petty. As long as they spoke about their emotions, their 
opinions, they could always reach an agreement. A compromise. Without biting each other's heads off in the 
process. The bassist smiled, thankful for the way everything had worked in their favour in the end. 


His heart swelling, the older man inched slightly closer until his head rested next to Bruce's on the same downy 
pillow; their faces mere inches apart. Thank God Bruce's breath wasn't too bad, Steve thought with a small 
smile; cautiously moving Bruce's arm just a litle bit out of the way so he could fit closer to the smaller man. 
He admired the fluttering black eyelashes fanning over the singer's round cheeks. Admired the rosy, pink plump 
lips that remained lightly parted. Admired the wild touseld hair, the round nose, the masculine jaw. Bruce was 
still as much of a beauty as he had been the first time he ever laid eyes upon him. 


The first time Steve had decided he wanted Bruce, before he even knew what that meant. He had seen him on 
stage; his charisma, his natural ease, his playfulness - and of course his mindblowing powerful vocals. One look, 


one note, and the bassist made up his mind. Made up his heart, before he knew what it truly wanted. 


Leaning in, the man pressed a feathery light kiss to his lover's cheek, pulling away to press his forehead lightly 
to Bruce's. As expected, the singer shifted and snuggled subconsciously closer to the older man, mewling like a 


kitten. Steve let him, draped an arm over the smaller man's waist and let their bodies mold together. 


Steve didn't care if he would stay awake four hours watching the other man sleep, he wanted Bruce in his 
arms, where if he had been unlucky, the singer might not have been. Yet, Steve wouldn't let those sort of 
thoughts invade his senses, there was nothing to fear now. Instead, he shut his eyes, breathed in the scent of 


cinnamon and male musk that was Bruce. Instead, he let his memories of old carry him away, and in spite of 
himself and his own assumptions, he drifted back into sleep with the love of his life cradled protectively in his 


arms. 


